On Weakness 


Author: [Sdozentimes 
Bands: Bon Jovi 

Characters: Richie Sambora 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Sun Jul 29 2007 22:51:33 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


On Weakness 


Author's Notes: 
Man, my Richie\'s depressing lately. 


There were exactly two options for what happened when Richie drank 


Either he wouldn't think at all, everything shutting down with the influence of whatever he felt like pouring 
down his throat, and end up doing something very stupid, because in that case he was stupid, or his mind 
would kick into overdrive and he would think about several important things heavily and deeply. 


Of course, he got so focused on his thoughts he ended up looking numb and withdrawn and stupid anyway. But 
he preferred the second because the best songs came out of it. 


There was a woman under him, wriggling the way he noticed women tended to do when he got too wrapped up 
in the alcohol fog to remember what he was supposed to be doing when he got a woman under him in the 


first place. 


He shifted, thrust his hips, and that seemed to satisfy her. It felt good, too, he supposed - somewhere, in 


some part of his brain, he was sure that was registering as pleasure. 


You dont react enough, man, Jon had told him once, on the plane after some show where he'd been just a little 
too hard to bother waiting until after everyone else was out of the showers to get his groupie. Chicks love it 
when you get all into it, lke theyre the hottest fucking piece of ass you've ever had. 


And that was Richie's problem, right there. Jon could do that, could get right into it, always wearing his 
goddamned heart on his sleeve. When he was pissed about the tiniest fucking thing, everyone knew it. Tiny little 


paper cut and he'd display it like a war wound, so damned proud of what he considered suffering. 


Nothing cut Jon deep, that way. He overreacted to his paper cuts and took care of them right away. But Richie 
just couldn't do that, didn't see the fucking sense in throwing a hissy fit over a damned inconvenience. He'd slap 


a flesh tone Band-Aid on it, ignore it, and move on. 


No one noticed that way, and he preferred it like that. No one appeared to know he had feelings, no one fussed 


over him, no one had a problem. 


Except..left alone like that, that many injuries start to fester. Move beneath the surface. And yeah, that 
fucking hurt, but it was still a million times easier to ignore, to file away that hurt and promise to deal with it 


later. 
Later never necessarily came, and he was fine with that. 


The woman moved under him again, the noises from her throat some mix of annoyance and impatience. Richie 
kept on thrusting, kept his body on autopilot. It knew what to do well enough. 


And the great thing was, he did deal with it. He found the quickest, easiest way to numb that multitude of 
infections, to keep his mind off it all. It burned in his throat, lingered on his tongue, tainted every meal and 
every kiss and every breath he took. 


Still better, though, than doing what Jon did and displaying his wounds for pity and comfort. Still better than 
actually dealing with it, finding some treatment that hurt worse and ran him through the wringer a few more 


times. 

And anyway..he wrote better songs this way. 

So it was for the greater good, really. JOn got his hits, Richie got the avenue to treat his infections. And 
release, of course it was a release, but without his numbing agent lately it was too much to face even to 


release it. 


She was pushing him, trying to roll him off her. He must've come; she must've given up. Good for her. Take it 


as a war wound, show it off to the whole goddamned world. Don't let it get you down, sweetheart. 


The better she handled her paper cuts, the more painkiller there was for Richie. 


